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way. Then you lifted the baler with the slices of blubber in
it and placed that outside also. You crawled out on your
stomach over the stones which, at the threshold, were slimy
with a film of molten blubber dripped upon them from the
stove. You stood up and faced the weather, head down
against the stinging blizzard. The great uncouth birds, their
dun-coloured backs dusted with snow, hopped off a pace or
two when they saw you. When you pursued them they
spread their wings and paddled away along the snow to a
safe distance, leaving behind splay footmarks on the white-
ness. While you buried the seal meat, ragged from thdr
pecking, once more beneath a two-foot mound they waited,
watching, until you had crept into the burrow again and
pulled the stove in after you. Then they stealthily returned
and you heard them gobbling and croaking once again out-
side your door. And you cursed, for to make another sally
just yet awhile you were too utterly weary.
It was after one of these sorties during Mathcson's watch
early the next morning that he put his head in at the entrance
of the shelter and said:
" The Rapid's gone, lads.   She's sunk."
We crept out into the snow to see* There was nothing to
see, only the tumbling, grey waste of water and icebergs
looming faintly.
" Or dragged her anchor," we said, " and drifted.**
" More likely foundered. She'd have taken a deal o*
water by now."
" Well, well! " continued old Mathesoa prtsmtfy, ** Ah,
well. I'll make a bit o' hash."
But our last link seemed gone now, Somdaow we fidh
much more alone, much smaller and more bdpkss upon *rar
Antarctic beach. And it snowed all that day and all the
following night.